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Abstract
PAIN! Pain! Pain! Hot, furious, molten streaks of pain flooded from his chest, down to his
front paws, each time he breathed. An iron fist clamped him in a mighty grip and contracted
sinking steel knives into him, every breath he took...
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"The water holes are drying up, and my stock are gettin' 
thirsty, Cy." 
"It can't last much longer, I reckon," says Cy. 
But it does. The cattle die, and the corn dries up, and 
the good black earth blows away. T h e houses slant from the 
wind, and the dust on the table-tops becomes deeper, but 
the voices never give up. They get drier and dustier and 
the dust turns to mud on swollen tongues, but it never 
turns to mud on the road outside. 
The days blow past, and finally there are clouds on the 
shining metal of the sky. And the rains come. T h e grey 
houses turn black, and there are islands of mud on the 
restaurant floor, but the voices are as dry and dusty as ever. 
"Think we'll get a crop, Cy?" 
"I reckon," says Cy. "If not this year, we'll get one next 
year for sure." 
The houses slant, the earth blows away, but the voices 
go on, and because of them, the little Nebraska town lies 
under the sticky hand of heat, season after season, year after 
year.— Laura Collins, H. Ec. Jr. 
F A I T H 
PAIN! Pain! Pain! Hot, furious, molten streaks of pain flooded from his chest, down to his front paws, each 
time he breathed. An iron fist clamped him in a mighty grip 
and contracted sinking steel knives into him, every breath 
he took. He could see the peculiar angle his hind legs made 
lying in the dust of the road, and knew something was wrong 
with them, but the world-filling pain in his chest crowded, 
and shouldered out lesser hurt . 
If only the God would come, he was sure everything 
would be all right. 
He couldn't understand it. He'd crossed the road lots of 
times before, waiting at the side until all the cars had 
passed, but this one had suddenly swerved toward him. He 
remembered a great wheel rushing down upon him, shiny 
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metal towering over his head, the roar of the surging engine, 
then the terrible pain. 
He must get home. It was time for the God to come back, 
and he'd be expecting him to rush out to meet him with 
the ball. He couldn't remember where he'd put the ball, 
and he'd have to hurry to find it in time. It wasn't very 
far; he should be able to get there. He'd try to get up. 
The pain rushed over him, and consumed everything in 
its fury, causing his eyes to dim. No use, he couldn't do it. 
Couldn't even bark for help, it hurt so much. All he could 
do was lie there and whine. If only the God would come 
everything would be all right. Maybe he'd come and find 
him when he didn' t meet him for their evening ball game. 
The pain kept coming and going in regular rhythm. 
Breathe in. Pain. Breath out, less pain. Breathe in. Pain. 
Breathe out, less pain. The rhythm became the only 
thing he could cling to. That , and the thought that sooner 
or later the God would come, and everything would be all 
right. T h e God had never failed him. The God could do 
anything. Like that time when he'd been just a puppy, 
and stayed up with him at night, and given him funny 
tasting stuff that wasn't near as good as the food She put 
in his dish. But the God had acted like it pleased him when 
he'd taken it, so he'd swallowed it all. He'd finally gotten 
well because the God had been with him. Some of these 
smart dogs around here said it was because of the funny 
tasting stuff, but they were wrong. Let them say what 
they wanted. It was because the God had been there, and 
he'd be all right now if the God would just come. 
What was that? It was the God whistling for him. He 
had to go. Maybe if he'd use his front paws he could drag 
himself home. As he turned to get them under him the 
pain grew and grew until it filled all the world. He'd just 
stop a moment unti l it went away. Now, dig your front 
paws in and pull. T h e left one wouldn't dig in. He looked 
down. There was a big ragged, bloody tear in the skin, and 
the sharp end of a bone sticking out, but it didn't hurt. 
He couldn't feel anything but the terrible pain in his chest. 
He dropped his head to lick the bone. The jagged end cut 
his tongue. 
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The whistles were coming closer now. If he could only 
turn his head to look, but it hur t so much to move. Now 
the whistles had stopped, and the chatter of a squirrel, sit-
ting on a limb in the last rays of the afternoon sun, was 
the only sound. Footsteps. Running footsteps, all at once 
his God was there. It felt so good to have his hands hold 
his head, and to smell him. He made a weak effort to show 
him how glad he was, but it seemed to hurt even to wag 
his tail. Everything was all right now. He could even feel 
the pain lessen. Soon he'd be able to get up, and run home 
for the ball game. The God was mad, and he was hollering 
real loud. He knew he wasn't mad at him, though, because 
he still held his head very gently and scratched his ears. He 
didn't know what he was saying, but his voice was strained 
and short, like when they went rabbit hunting. Suddenly 
their car was beside him, and the She was opening the 
door. The God eased his hands under him, and gently 
picked him up. The pain rushed back again, and he couldn't 
stop the whines. The sharp knives were grinding together 
inside his chest, and the fresh, salty taste of blood was 
suddenly in his mouth. T h e God was talking their kind of 
talk to him, and as the car started moving, the pain slowly 
subsided. 
It seemed like every time he tried to take a breath now, 
he could taste that fresh blood. He couldn't understand that. 
He hadn't eaten any hamburger, or had a fresh bone for 
two or three days. The easy rocking of the car, the rush of 
wind, and the steady hum of the engine sounded so familiar. 
He wanted to get up, and stick his head out of the window 
into the wind like he always did, but he couldn't do it 
this time. Anyhow, the God was holding his head and talk-
ing to him, and he couldn't leave him. T h e pain came at 
once in immense waves, worse than it had ever been. He 
whined once, and tried to lick the God's hand. He could 
feel the knives working together again, and then everything 
got black. 
The next thing he was conscious of was a vaguely 
familiar, biting smell. He knew where he was before he 
opened his eyes. There was White Coat, bending over, 
filling a small glass tube. He hoped it wasn't one of those 
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tubes that they stick into a fellow. They'd done that to him 
once before, and it hurt like the devil. He could feel the 
cold surface of the steel table under his head, but now the 
rest of him was wrapped in a nice warm blanket. The God 
was scratching his ears, and talking to him. Yes, that must 
be one of those things they stick in you that White Coat 
was fixing, because the God had scratched his ears and 
talked to him just before White Coat did it. Oh, well, if 
the God thought it was all right, he'd let White Coat 
do it, then they'd go home and play the ball game for sure. 
They'd have to hurry though, because the sun was almost 
down, and it would soon be dark. 
He could feel something warm and sticky in the blanket, 
but couldn't tell what it was. The only things he could 
really smell were the biting odor and the God. The taste of 
blood in his mouth kept him from smelling much of any-
thing. Yes, White Coat was removing the blanket, and he 
must have stuck the tube in him because he was walking 
back to the other table now, and the tube was empty. The 
God gently wrapped the blanket around him again, and 
pulled a chair up to the table. He was glad the blanket 
was there. It felt soft and warm, and he was getting sort of 
chilly. T h e God leaned forward, his face on a level with 
the table, and reaching out, put his arms around him. 
There, he knew that everything was going to be all right 
as soon as the God was with him. The pain wasn't half as 
bad as it had been. 
T h e last rays of the sun streamed in through the window 
and lingered on the table. There was no warmth in it, 
though. T h e steel surface remained cold and hard. White 
Coat walked over and said something to the God. The God 
didn' t answer him, just nodded his head. White Coat 
reached out, and put a hand on the God's shoulder for 
just a second, and left the room. He was glad he was gone. 
Now he and the God could be together. He couldn't under-
stand where the She was. She had made the car go for them. 
He supposed she was waiting outside to take them home. 
They'd better go. It was probably too late to play ball as 
it was. T h e pain was all gone now. He knew it would be. 
And he was getting sleepy. It felt so good lying here with 
26 Sketch 
the God's arms around him. He was getting colder. Wished 
he had another blanket around him. Wouldn' t be many 
more days before they'd be going rabbit hunting. He cer-
tainly was sleepy. Wonder if the God would mind if he'd 
take just a little nap. He looked u p at his face. Tha t was 
funny. It was all wet, and he had such a funny look. He'd 
never seen him look like that before. It might be the light 
though. It was getting awfully dark, and things were getting 
dimmed. He was so sleepy. He'd just close his eyes—and take 
a short nap—before they went home. 
—/. C. Jones, Ent. Grad. 
STICKS AND STONES 
DOMINICK walked slowly down the hot sidewalk, care-fully stepping over the cracks. T h e heat burned through 
the soles of his sandals. . . turned the tenements into huge 
steam boxes. He wanted to run past them to his mother. 
"Ma! Ma!," he would call, "Johnny was at the playground 
again today. He's promised me a pair of swimm'ng trunks!" 
He walked slower, glancing up at the over-ripe bodies 
sitting on the wooden tenement stairs, or leaning against the 
railings, languidly watching. " T h e alley's jest six cracks 
away," he teased himself. Reaching it, he quickly wheeled 
around knowing that he would see Johnny. They grinned 
at one another, both walking backwards as if performing 
some sacred ritual. . . a ritual but four evenings old. T h e n 
before Johnny's black face disappeared around the corner, 
Dominick yelled, "See ya tomorrow, Johnny!" 
Breathlessly he ran up the dark stair-case, almost bump-
ing into a baby buggy on the landing, and flung open their 
door. "Ma," he called. "Where are ya?" 
"In the kitchen." Her flat voice stopped him. 
Slowly walking into the kitchen, he leaned against the 
door frame watching her feed the baby. Her chunky 
shoulders faced him, her short fat hands the only live things 
